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The din of hammer strikes 
rang out around the small forge, 
two powerful blows followed by a 
smaller one. Blacksmithing could 
hardly be considered a family 
bonding activity... but for the 
Izayois, it was a common one. 


Of course, Sonosuke was still 
a young boy, and so he was often 
allowed to pick his own, simpler 
projects. When his parents first 
introduced him to their 
traditional trade, they'd guided 
him with care - heated his metals 
for him, oversaw him as he 
hammered away, made sure he 
was wearing all the proper safety 
equipment, and so on. Hed 
learned and adapted fast, 
startlingly quickly. Now, they still 
kept an eye on him, but they 
trusted him to handle his own 
forging while they crafted work 
orders. 


While they built tools for 
their fellow townsfolk, Sonosuke 
did his own thing - today, he'd 
decided to make a little nesting 
bird. It would be curved and 
compact, testing his potential 
with making smaller things. 


Before long, the metal in his 
tongs was taking shape. A squat 
little dove, its eyes gleaming in 
the forgefire as he tinked away at 
its wing shape. It was starting to 
look how you'd imagine a rubber 
duck would, only more detailed, 
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sharper, professional. Sonosuke 
took extra care to keep its thin 
beak from bending or snapping as 
he narrowed it to a blunt point. 


When he was finally satisfied, 
he dipped it in the water bucket, 
always enjoying the rush of steam 
leaving the air damp and heated 
as his project cooled rapidly. 
When it was finally done, a small 
smile lit his face as he let the little 
bird nest on his palm. 


Taking notice, his father 
paused his own task to come see 
his son's. Humming approvingly, 
he rested a hand atop his head. 
“We'll make a master craftsman 
out of you yet, boy,” he praised 
while he ruffled his hair. 
Sonosuke whined 
unappreciatively. 


After that, the man clapped 
his hands, reaching behind to 
untie his apron. “Break time!” he 
called, his wife joining him once 
she'd reached a pause in her 
production. *How about some 
lunch?" 


Sonosuke watched them head 
towards the house, not following 
just yet. He wanted to admire his 
work a little longer. He admired 
the metal toy from various angles, 
always happy to see his plans 
come to life through steel. 


But before long, he realised 
he was being watched. 


From between the fence slats, 
faint purple eyes watched him 
curiously. A neighborhood girl 
he'd seen around, he 
remembered. 


He wasn't very sociable. He 
considered just turning to head 
in for lunch. But seeing someone 
admiring his smithing... well, he 
felt grateful. 


The girl watched him 
approach the fence... then let out 
a surprised squeak when he 
opened the gate next to her and 
peeked out. She was around his 
age, garbed in so much pink it 


could give him a cavity. After a 
moment, he held the bird out 
towards her. “Want it?" 


She hesitated, but finally 
stepped forward to take it, 
turning the little metal creature 
to face her and touching noses 
with it. “Ahhhh, it's so cute..." 


Happy to see his work 
appreciated, Sonosuke turned to 
go... only to find himself 
stopped when the girl snagged 
his hand. He glanced back to see 
her giving him a warm smile. 


“My name's Ruruka-. What's 
yours?" 
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A friendship was born that 
day, and over time it grew into 
something more. A few years 
later, the two were almost 
inseparable. She'd become one of 
the few people he'd grown close 
to. 


Today, he dared to introduce 
her to another passion of his - 
cheesy ninja flicks. Bad one liners 
and plots delivered amidst lots of 
fighting and impossibly strong 
protagonists. 


It wasn't Ruruka's kinda thing 
and she had made it clear, but 
she'd never turn down a chance to 
spend time with him. Plus, seeing 
the genuine grin on his face as he 
leaned in on the couch to watch 
closer just made him all the more 
endearing to her. 


“Why do you like this stuff, 
anyway?" she finally asked, 
curious. It certainly wasn't for the 


Story. 


As if finally realizing his 
blatant enthusiasm, he finally 
leaned back a bit and cleared his 
throat. ^I guess because.. I want 
to be as cool as that one day. 
Strong. Silent. Skilled" After a 
moment, dared to go on. "I want 
to make things like they use and 
use them to defend others. ..To 
protect you." 


She was quiet for a moment. 
Then, she laughed. Embarrassed, 
he glanced away.. until she 
scooted closer. “I don't think we 
gotta worry about evil shoguns 
and junk. But you're sweet. 
Grinning affectionately, she 
rested her hand atop his. “I think 
you're already cool enough~.” 


He met her eyes again, and 
smiled. 


When Hope’s Peak kicked 
him out, he at least still had his 
shop to rely on. 


Hed started his own little 
business in his second year at 
school. When he wasn't studying 
or hanging with his girlfriend, he 
was working, perfecting his talent 
yet further while making some 
extra money. Itd become a 
sanctuary for him. 


Now, it helped him vent his 
frustrations. 


Despite the tranquil fury 
burning his heart, his blows were 
still tempered and calculated. He 
was hardly emotional to begin 
with, and he'd certainly never 
allow such things to impact his 
work. Each strike of his hammer 
ebbed his stress away 
nonetheless, the metallic clangs 
helping him think. By now he was 
just finishing his eleventh kunai, 
which he checked over for 
imperfections before dumping it 
in the trough to let it cool with a 
shrill, steamy hiss. 


What had Seiko been 
thinking? They'd been friends 
with her almost as long as they'd 


been friends with each other. 
Trying to sabotage Ruruka's exam 
was already enough to earn 
Sonosuke’s eternal scorn. But to 
rig the school to blow as well... it 
was despicable. Shed lost her 
mind, and taken the two of them 
down with her. 


Or had she? 


Even as he hammered away, 
he couldn’t shake the strange 
feeling. It just didn't seem in- 
character for her to sabotage them 
like that. They were friends, even 
if Ruruka used her sometimes... 
and even if they weren't, Seiko 
was hardly the type to stand up for 
herself like that, if at all. 
Underneath his irritation, 
something felt off... like their 
frustrations were being 
misplaced. 


But Ruruka would never 
forgive her, so neither would he. 
There was no evidence they were 
wrong.. so Seiko's betrayal was 
the bitter truth. 


Once a traitor. always a 
traitor. 


He'd thought life couldn't get 
worse after that day... until it did. 


For everyone. 


It was like a chain reaction. 
Once their worlds ended, so did 
everyone else's - on a grander 
scale. Chaos reigned, the skies 
turned red, and despair took over 
in apocalyptic splendor. Life as 
they knew it had ended... all they 
could do now was fight back 
against the corruption, try and 
retake what was theirs. 


Sonosuke did his part. Both 
he and Ruruka had been recruited 
into the Future Foundation, the 
last bastion of hope in these dire 
times. Seiko, too, but neither of 
them liked to think about that, 
directing their scorn her way 
whenever they passed her. But in 
times like these, putting up with a 
traitor was a small price to pay to 
fix the world. He could use his 
talents to their full capacity, 
smelting weaponry to keep his 
fellow agents armed against 
Ultimate Despair. 


Creating weapons for the 
Future organization wasn't the 
only way he could make this awful 
new reality a better place, though. 


Hed completed a special 
order today. Sonosuke had handed 
it off to the medical wing, leaning 
outside their offices in case they 
called him to make adjustments. 
But of course, he wouldn't need 


to. He was an Ultimate, after all. 


The fruits of his labor finally 
showed themselves when the door 
opened: A little girl, hobbling 
forward on a crutch and a brand 
new metal brace as the doctor 
guided her out. ^Everything fit?" 
Sonosuke asked, a brow raised. 


"Like a glove, the doctor 
confirmed. But before she could 
speak again, her charge started 
moving forward without her. 
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The girl didn't stop, not until 
she was up in front of her 
benefactor. “Did you make my leg 
thing, mister?" 


“Yeah.” He did, in fact, make 
the leg thing. 


Grinning, the child would've 
probably hugged him if she didn't 
need her crutch. *Thank yoooou!" 
she chirped, radiating gratitude. 
Who knew what shed been 
through to hurt her leg and end up 
here in the first place? Awful 
things, most likely.. but now the 
Foundation would protect her, 
and Sonosuke had made sure that 
she would one day walk normally 
again, in the better world they 
were forging. 


Though his  stoic face 
betrayed little emotion, he felt a 
pang of pride in his heart as he 
nodded. “No problem, kid.” 


Everything had been going so 
well. Junko Enoshima was gone. 
Ultimate Despair was falling 
apart at the seams without its 
leader, often dealing with itself. 
All they had to do was clean up 
the remains... they'd even 
captured a number of its 
remnants, their fates theirs to 


decide. 


And then Makoto Naegi took 
those captives and ran off with 
them. 


Absolutely unacceptable. His 
actions could've had 
unpredictable consequences, 
especially when they were so 
close to the turning point 
towards hope. If this cost them 
all their hard work... Sonosuke 
swore he was going to deal with 
him, personally. 


Fortunately, he wouldn't have 
to. The criminal was about to be 
put to task, their fate to be 
decided by the heads of every 
Foundation department. And if 
the others were even half as 
incensed as Ruruka and himself... 
there would be justice. 


Ruruka. Just the thought of 
her made him press a hand to his 
coat pocket, where his latest and 
greatest creation lay, sparkling in 


the dark. A ring. It might've been 
excessive in this day and age, but 
given food and water were more 
valuable than gold and jewels 
lately, he could afford to use the 
tiniest chunk of their supply for a 
personal project. 


Twining bands circled 
around towards a strawberry 
inset, a pink gem dazzling in its 
foundation. He knew Ruruka 
would love it... he'd designed it 
with her in mind. There wasn't a 
doubt in his mind she'd say yes, 
once their work was done and 
they could finally afford to settle 
down together. 


He kept it close at all times, 
even now, when he was about to 
pass through the doors to where 
all the other heads awaited. He'd 
never forgive himself if he lost it. 


When he entered the room, 
he instantly locked eyes with 
her... the one he'd give his life for 
without complaint. Once this 
impromptu trial was over, 
everything would be just fine. 
They'd end the tragedy once and 
for all. And once everything was 
finally back to normal, he'd give 
her the ring. 


It'd just be him... and Ruruka. 
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